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lot has happened this year at Hampshire . 

a lot of very important things which should 

probably be reviewed in order to feel like 
we've accomplished something and give us alla 
Starting point for next semester. We need to look 
back in order to look ahead, to see what the future 
holds for us and everyone we affect on a daily 
basis. There comes a time when ... when ... 

Ummn ... no ... 

Let's not do this. 

Instead, let's just look ahead for a minute. 

| know, for example, that | am looking ahead 
to this summer. Alittle time away from Camp Hamp 
will do everyone wonders. Let's all enjoy the real 
world for a while where revenge isn't always on 
everyone's minds. In the real world, this summer, 
|, for one, am planning on attending maybe the 
greatest yearly rock performance around: Ozzfest 
2001. Tickets went on sale over a month ago, so if 
you don't have them yet, you might be out of luck. 
Here's a little idea of what it's like: 

Have you ever been caressed but not loved 
by hundreds of people in a single day? Have 
you ever had the bass of your favorite songs 
ride you? Have you ever just wanted to lay out 
in the sun during the day, and then, when the 
night comes, get up and rock out with your pro- 
verbial cock out? Kick some ass! Take some 
names! Make a mark! You won't be back for 
another year, so why not make it worth it? You 
paid the $50 to $250 dollars to get in, so claim 
a space and defend it from all other moshpits! 
Don't let them bully you - they certainly put their 
pants on one leg at a time ... unless, of course, 
they only have one leg. But there are always ex- 
ceptions to the rule, so there! 


The Omen is Hampshire's longest-running bi-weekly 
ublication, established by Stephanie Cole in December 
f 1992. In the past, submissions have included students’ 

rspectives on the campus, administration, news, movie 
eviews, commentary, short fiction, satire, first bom, art- 
ork, comics, and the occasional embarrassing self-pro- 
tion. Everything the Omen receives will be published 
nliess it is deemed libelous or defamatory. Libel will be 
nsidered clearly false or unsupportable writing that ma- 
liciously damages a person's reputation. 

The Omen will also not edit anything you write (ex- 
cept spelling and grammar), as long as you are willing to 
be completely responsible for what you say. You must 
sign your real name (no anonymous submissions) and 
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This year, there's Dis- 
turbed, CrazyTown, Taproot, Cold, Union Un- 
derground, Spineshank, Linkin Park, Papa Roach,| 2 
Slipknot, and to top that all off, Marylin Manson 
and then, the godfathers of heavy metal, Black 
Sabbath, touring again for one last time, or so they 
say, since they also said that last time, back in 
1999. 

| know that the show this year will top all oth- 
ers, and | can say that honestly since | went both 
to Ozzfest 2000 and Ozzfest 1999. | have to ad- 
mit, though, Marylin Manson has a tough spot to 
fill, since last year Pantera possessed that spot 
and the year before that, Rob Zombie (superior in 
all ways to White Zombie although most people 
would not agree with me on that one). 

| find events like this to be especially nice since 
| get to hang out with a group of people who are 
some place with the same purpose as me. And 
I'm not talking a couple hundred people, but 
more like 15,000 (at least, in Jersey). Here at 
Hampshire, we are consumed by a small envi- 
ronment where there are extremes of all kinds. 
We have to remember that by creating ourselves 
at Hampshire, we are also limiting exposure to 
the real world. One of the most refreshing ex- 
periences | ever had, for example, was taking a 
class at UMASS. It expanded the amount of 
people | knew and allowed me to get out of Hamp- 
shire more often, thus maintaining more of my 
sanity. 

Next year should be interesting, Division 3 and 
all. | look forward to it although | can al- 
ready tell what | will be writing in one year, 
yet again, just as | am about to write now, 
“Fuck you losers. I'm going to Vegas.” 
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understand that you are responsible for what you say 
Nonetheless, views in the Omen do not necessarily rep- 
resent the views of anyone, anywhere, living or dead 

Columnists are those who've submitted three con- 
secutive articles. Layout editors are those who've helped 
put this particular issue together. There is no Omen staff, 
the “staff’ changes with each issue. To qualify for com- 
munity service you must be a columnist and help regu- 
larly with layout. Layout times (and such) will be dis- 
cussed at our meetings: every other Tuesday (each fol- 
lowing the release of an issue), in the Airport 
Lounge, 9PM. Everyone, everywhere, living and 
dead, should come 

The Omen loves you 
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T: start, | would like to re 
| call a few quotes | have 
heard in past months. 
“The wall on the Bridge Café 
looks like Barney pissed on it and 
called it a paint job.” : 

“Why should | join Community 
Council? They don't do anything 
anyways.” 

"Go finish the damn frogbook 
already!" 

“We should not institute a 
housing plan that 80% of the 
campus is unhappy with!" 

“To have dogs on this cam- 
pus in inconsiderate to those 
who have fears or allergies 
and it saddens me to see 
someone like you at the head 


) 
» | 
EEE of this project.” 
Pet “| have a right not to be on 
a it the web, if | don't want to, the 
ae bookstore can't put me on 


webcams, | pay their salaries. 

“You can never hear the 
shows on Intran.” 

As you read these quotes 
you may laugh, shake your 
head or yell “Hell's yeah!” Un- 
fortunately, so many of you 
will be shouting “Hell's yeah,” 
and for what reason | cannot 
imagine. Everyday, people 
complain to me about some- 
thing new. Maybe it’s because 
I'm on Community Council, but 
probably not. They complain 
» to everyone about everything 
and want to know why | don’t 
care? | don't care because all 
of these people with their com- 
plaints do absolutely nothing 
to make changes. One of the 
be F ‘ most disgusting things | have 
* Editorials. "= ever heard was last week, 


| VOLUME 1G NUMBER G 


a 


ee 


eee 


io 


GET OFF YOUR LAZY ASSES 
OR 

| WANT My FUCKING FROGBOOK 

1 WANT My FUCKING 


when the current student 
trustee came up to me and 
told me that not a single per- 
son had run for the position of 
alternate student trustee. Four 
meetings a year equaling pos- 
sibly the highest ranking stu- 
dent position on campus, and 
no one even put in an appili- 
cation. This repulsive state of 
apathy is emphasized by the 
fact that at some point in the 
next year, people will com- 
plain about the lack of stu- 
dents on the administrative 
boards and | won't take part 
in the protests, because what 
these people are complaining 
about has no worth in my 
eyes. Let's go through some 
of the quotes (all completely 
real) and think about why the 
people who said them deserve 
zero respect. 


The Bridge Café 

Do any of you have any 
idea how much time went into 
this project? Whether or not 
you like the goddamn paint job 
is so irrelevant that it doesn't 
deserve the responses from 
COCD or any of its members. 
When you don't like the idea 
of how something is going to 
be done, go to the planning 
meetings and speak your 
mind. COCD is not a group of 
Nazis. They are likely to listen 
to your ideas, and try to suit 
them in the most feasible way 
possible. 


Community Council 
Perhaps | can use my 
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imagination for a moment to 
continue the thoughts of the 
person who said that thought- 
ful remark. After declaring that 
they will not participate in a 
group that ‘does nothing,’ they 
thought to themselves some- 
thing like this: “Those stupid 
idiots waste their times trying 
to make our painfully apa- 
thetic campus better. They got 
out a record number of voters 
for the campus election and 
started printing some lame-o 
newsletter with a 70+ person 
mailing list. Yeah and worst of 
all they approved some stupid 
laundry plan where | don't 
have to use quarters anymore! 
What morons!” 


The Frogbook 

Do it yourself. People who 
help maintain nearly every 
form of internet communica- 
tions on this campus hardly 
have time to put up pictures so 
you can look at yourself on the 
Web. 


The Housing Plan 

For three years, the Hous- 
ing Advisory Committee has 
been meeting weekly to for- 
mulate a Housing Plan that 
can be workable and justified. 
After much outcry and input 
from the few students who 
came to meetings a plan was 
worked out that basically en- 
sures 3 and 4" year students 
mods. Apparently, there are 
people who neither check their 
mailboxes nor their email and 
feel angry that this plan was 
made without their knowledge. 
In the future, please let us 
know when you feel under-in- 
formed and we will have a 
cake with the current proposal 
frosted on it delivered to your 
door. 


The Pet Policy 

As mandated in a referen- 
dum passed by 546 members 
of the Hampshire Community, 
there was a pet policy commit- 
tee formed. This open meet- 
ing was attended by one 
Community Council 
member,(required by refer- 
enda to form the committee), 
Greg Prince, Mike Ford, Tom 
Doherty, and Nancy Kelly. One 
Student, four administrators 
and a hell of a lot of angry, bit- 
ter, mostly anonymous emails. 
Half an hour later, two more 
students came by walking out 
calmly when told that any pet 
policy change was highly un- 
likely. All | had to say after this 
meeting was that | hoped 
people would stop writing me 
stories of their childhood 
dogbites. They didn't even 
show up, | don't care about 
their dogbites; rabies or no ra- 
bies. 


Bookstore Security 

Last Wednesday there was 
an all-community meeting on 
the prospect of increased 
bookstore security. It was at- 
tended by five staff members, 
the student asked to create 
the security system, myself 
and one other. | guess no one 
cares that they could be 
caught stealing on the Internet 
by their mom, checking in on 
how her little pumpkin is do- 
ing over at school. 


INTRAN 

One guy works Intran. He 
videotapes all-community 
meetings, Council meetings, 
and is responsible for almost 
all of the 30+ hours of pro- 
gramming on Channel 7. He 
doesn’t get paid. Want to help 
him? Go find him, he lives in 


the studio, it shouldn't be too 
hard. 


Perhaps the worst part of 
this article is that it is all com- 
pletely true. Communtiy Coun- 
cil is holding elections next 
week, and | bet | won't see any 
of you there. The guy that 
heads Intran is starting his 
Div. 3, and there is no one 
there to take over. | don’t want 
the pet policy to change, and 
| guess none of the 546 people 
who said they wanted it to 
change want that change 
badly enough to go to a meet- 
ing or two. It's embarrassing 
and disgraceful that the Presi- 
dent of our school can make 
time to speak for something 
he believes in, but students 
cannot. The Bridge is not yet 
finished, and yet, those who 
complained the loudest still do 
so anonymously, from far 
away, ineffective places like 
the Daily Jolt. At this point 
people may be feeling guilty 
for sitting around watching 
Survivor while a dozen or so 
people volunteer to serve root 
beer floats and clean up tables 
in the new completely student- 
run community space. How- 
ever, most of you are just 
scowling, thinking how wrong 
| am. If you think I'm wrong, 
come tell me. I live in Prescott 
96A. My extension is 5158. Do 
me a favor and if you send me 
emails, attach your name for 
a change. Or maybe you can 
do me a bigger favor and 
prove me wrong about every- 
thing | have written in this ar- 
ticle. | guarantee | won't geta 
single person knocking at my 
door, but as | said, | 
would like nothing 
better than to be 
proven wrong. 
4 MAY. 2001 


&& Gabe's what some people would 
call a ‘renaissance man’ and 
what others would call an ‘ass- 
hole.” 

—Danie! Waxler 


“Daddee is funnie.” It all 
started with a one-panel cartoon 
called “Daddee is funnie.” | can 
guarantee that none of you got 
it. Why? Because it wasn't a 
joke, really. Just one panel of 
utter nonsense. So | am led to 
ask, am | a cult figure yet? 
guess that's what | really wanted 
out of this sordid affair, from the 
Omen to Intran to the WWC, to 
name but a few of the places I've 
sought to make myself appear ri- 
diculous, obnoxious, and over- 
bearing. 

My time as a regular writer for 
the Omen has been a wild one, 
to say the least. I'm not afraid to 
say that some of my articles have 
sucked. But neither am | too 
proud to admit that a few others 
have been sheer genius, comic 
gems that never got the respect 
they deserved out of you, the stu- 
dents of Hampshire College. 
From my exploration of the con- 
nection between hot dogs, Eazy- 
E's hit “Nutz on ya Chin,” and 
Taoism to my classic Omen lay- 
out comic strip to the under-ap- 
preciated epic “Death of a Poison 
Fan," | have struggled to bring 
some joy and levity to you, the 
average Hampshire student. | 
am authorized to do this because 
| am better than you. 

And now, it's over. | am left 
here trying to decide what | can 
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say to accurately end my run as 
a regular contributor to the Omen: 
should | recap my “greatest hits"? 
Talk about how the school has 
changed in the last four years? 
Indict the Omen for being bas- 
tards and destroying the Nemo, 
the finest publication this campus 
ever saw? Mock the Forward 
some more? List the regrets of 
my Hampshire career? 

That's a good place to start, 
though | really only have one: | 
didn't use the phrase “Large col- 
lection of blowjob MPGs" fre- 
quently enough. That's a phrase 
everyone needs to use, in a man- 
ner such as this: 


Bob: “Hey, Tim, how's it go- 
ing today?” 

Tim: “Large collection of 
blowjob MPGs, Bob.” 


Or this: 


Drive-Through Person: 
“Welcome to Whammy Burger, 
may | take your order.” 

Drive-Through Patron: “I'd 
like a large collection of blowjob 
MPGs and a small diet coke, 
please.” 


I'm sure that right now some 
of you are thinking that my sense 
of humor is immature. And, ona 
certain level, you're right. But 
here | challenge you: is not the 
very concept of “maturity” (read: 
mental superiority) as opposed to 
“immaturity” merely an invention 
of society? A construct used to 
enforce what some might call a 
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“dominant paradigm"? With this 
| defiantly defy all those who have 
found anything that anyone ever 
did “immature”. | say to you: 
LARGE COLLECTION OF 
BLOWJOB MPGS. 

This would normally be the 
place in the article where | would 
declare large segments of 
Hampshire's student body, and 
some faculty and staff as well, 
self-righteous fucks. Usually, | 
would have set that up by men- 
tioning some specific campus is- 
sue or other. But | don't have to 
do that any longer. A new rally- 
ing cry has come to us, Hamp- 
shire, a new banner under which 
to march forth on the path of 
glory. And that banner reads: 
“Large collection of blowjob 
MPGs.” In most cases, the 
people | would be arguing against 
on the aforementioned specific 
arguments would have no logic 
in their lists of grievances. And, 
faced with an absurd attack, how 
can logic be used defensively? 
Nay, we must defend ourselves 
with our absurdity, and that ab- 
surdity is to be found in the 
phrase, “large collection of 
blowjob MPGs.” Let this be your 
only defense, it is all you shall 
need in the kangaroo court of this 
wacky school, and the wackier 
world outside. 

Now, where was |? Oh, yes. 
| was talking about my regrets, 
and that, of course, led to a large 


collection of blowjob MPGs. The Z 


real regret, of course, was not 
being absurd often enough. |n 
most of the “serious” issues | dis- 
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THIS IS HORRIBLE! 
YOU MALIGN ME! 


YOU TAKE; 
AND TAKE; 
AND TAKE! 


YOU WON’ T HAVE 
ME TO KICK 
AROUND ANY MORE! 


AS LONG AS YOU... 


by M- Zole 


www.zole.org 


I SHAN’ T STAND 
FOR IT? 


YOU ARE NOT 
RECEPTIVE 
TO MY NEEDS: 


I HAVE 
HAD ENOUGH! 


YOU SAID YOU 
WOULD LISTEN 
BUT THAT HAS 
PROVED TO BE 
UNTRUE! 


AM NOT A CROOK! 
CMISINTERPRE TING 
YOUR STATEMENT 
AS A NIXON 
REFERENCE ) 


\ 


continuations 


I cussed, | gave those with whom | disagreed far too much credit. | didn't allow myself to be infused 

c with the absurdity of the situation, and hence | was not funny enough. And so ! urge you, future 
generations of Hampshire students: run a banner up the mast of this ship of fools. And let it read 
proudly, in clashing colors: “Large collection of blowjob MPGs.” Buy something, or get the 


hell out. | 
It's been fun, Hampshire. | would like to leave you with these final words: * 
As long as you amuse yourself, it's as funny as it needs to be. | 
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“FAREWELL. GOODNIGHT. 
TURN OUT ALL THE 
LIGHTS...” 


ere down to the wire, 
folks. A few days and 
counting until we all 


leave Camp Hamp and head on 
home. it's hard to imagine that 
this schoo! year is coming to a 
close and | sincerely wish that it 
wasn't, but it is. 
| figure that | would write 
about my first year here for the 
last article of the year and let you 
all have a glimpse into the last 
nine months of my life. Original 
concept, | know, but bear with me. 
Before | came here, | had to 
give myself a little pep talk... 
“Rosalina, you're off to col- 
lege. No parents, no curfew...” 
it wasn't as if | was thrilled to 
death that | was leaving my fam- 
ily. | mean, of course | was happy 
to acquire some freedom after a 
pretty strict upbringing but | also 
have a pretty good relationship 
with them and so my going off to 
college wasn't a way for me to 
feel like | had gotten rid of them 
for good. And, okay, | must ad- 
mit, the “not having a curfew” 
thing was really sweet. | used to 
have a hard time trying to con- 
vince my mom and dad to allow 
me to go out to watch a movie by 
myself at 1 at night or try to ex- 
plain to them why | arrived home 
at 2 in the morning (which only 
happened twice) and to then have 
a first semester in which | 
wouldn't get into my room until 4 
in the moming sometimes was 
ans | was definitely enjoy- 
ing 
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_ At the same time | had the 
dilemma: You wanted your own 


s 
back in it. 

There were times last semes- 
ter where being sick, lonesome, 
or sad and not having some fam- 
ily around really sucked. What 
made it even worse was the fact 
that my family was so far away. 
Some of my friends had the good 
fortune to have their families 
close by and when they needed 
a break from Camp Hamp all they 
had to was get in their car and 
drive home. | didn't have that 
luxury since California is whop- 
ping 3,000 miles away. The 
things that kept me sane were 
long IMs with my best friend in 
California, going on my nightly 
walks around Hampshire, a 
friendly ear to complain to, and 
music. 

“You're going to have todo a 
lot of work and try to finish off 
most of your Div I's...” 

| knew not to kid myself when 
it came to the Div I's. | knew that 
| would want to complete them all 
in a year, that it would be difficult, 
and | should talk myself out of it. 

I didn't. | thought | had done 
well by completing one my first 
semester even though it wasn't 
filed and with a One-Plus-One 
option, a Two-Course option, and 
a project in CS everything would 
all be set for second semester. 


Ummm, things didn’t go as 
planned. ! think that at this point 
if | complete at least 3 Div I's, I'll 
be thrilled. 

That was Pretty much the ex- 
tent of my pep talk. | really didn't 
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pace but now you want them want to pump myself full of EK 


pectations because I've always 
had the belief that when you fill 
yourself with so many expecta- 
tions (especially when they're 
high expectations) you're bound 
to get hurt. So | came to Hamp- 
shire with an open mind. 

I've since learned many other 
things since | have been here. 
I've learned that you may come 
to Hampshire with certain beliefs 
and even though you think that 
you will always hold firm on them, 
they'll be tested, be that good or 
bad. 

I've learned that here at 
Hampshire you have the possi- 
bility of finding people that you will 
end up becoming very close to 
but they will leave you sooner 
than you want them to. All of my 
friends are either second, third, 
or fourth years and the prospect 
of them leaving isn't something 
that | like to think about. 

The plight of the first year: 
Meeting friends that you begin to 
care a lot about and finding that 
they will be leaving you soon. To 
cheer me up, someone that | 
have just recently become friends 
with told me that, “one person 
ends up being a stepping stone 
to someone new’. 

I'm going to take this oppor- 
tunity to say goodbye to two great 
people that | have met this year. 
Gabe Mckee, you're a nutter. 
You're one of those people that | 
mentioned that | am very sad 's 
leaving because | have only re 
ally gotten to get to know you 
since second semester and now 
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= when | first got to Hampshire | was considered 


THE UNIVERSAL SELF EVALUATION 


f you're like me, you often find yourself half awake at two in the moming, having just finished 

another final paper, only to realize that you still have to write a self evaluation. You stay up another 

fifteen or twenty minutes trying to put a semester of effort onto paper. The truly distressing part is 
that, were you to actually look at several of your self-evaluations, they're all pretty much the same. It's 
time to put a stop to the insanity. I've created Hampshire's first Universal Self Evaluation.T All you 
need to do is fill in the blanks, and the Universal Self Evaluation will work for approxiamately 80% of 
the courses offered at Hampshire. 


Name: 
Course Title: * , and Z 
Course Number: 


after a semester, I am amazed at how far my 
understanding of has progressed. My ability to write 
papers in the has noticably improved, as I’ve developed a 
greater comprehension of the structure one must abide by in order to 
accomplish advanced work in ° 

My first paper, written on , was enthusiastic, though 
it lacked the maturity of my later work. I feel the problems occurred 
due to my optimism at being able to cover two hundred years of 
philosophical development in in only seven pages. By 
the time I wrote my later papers, I feel that I had overcome this 
shortcoming. My later work, which focused on Foucault’s Madness and 
Civilization, , and modern feminist theory, was a huge 
improvement. Due to my work in this course, I feel that I now 
have a better grasp of the present discourse on gender theory. 

I completed the work for this class in a timely fashion, oS 
and attended class regularly. 


Sitting here, 


“FAREWELL. GOODNIGHT...” continuations 


you're going to take you “Daddee is funnie”, your place to go to during Thanksgiving break took 

ramblings about “Poison” and your love for mon- me home with her and made me part of a family. 

ster movies to Harvard. Somehow, | don't think Through all of her crazy shenanigans | knew that 

that they will appreciate those things as much as | had a friend when | really needed it Mil miss 

we do. Anyhoo, I'll miss you, make us all proud at you too, you crazy Irish woman. 

Harvard. One day closer to leaving. | just ordered ; 
| 
| 


Then there’s Good Ol’ Caitlin Quinn. Now, plane ticket today. May 12th. 

| want more time. 

the “Sweet Innocent One” by the people that | Ah well, we'll all leave, do whatever it is to 
hung out with, | think that changed when | be- keep us sane during the summer, and then we'll 
came friends with Caitlin. She soon became all see each other when we come back. So fel- 
known as my “corrupter” and would soon intro- low Hampsters, I'll see you guys in 

duce me to things that my parents and local September. Until then, try not to do ees) 
priests would go bucknuts over. But | also gained anything that would cause Hampshire 


a really good friend, who when | didn't have a to lose your tuition. 
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ell, my previous col 
umn on the art of pro 
fessional wrestling 


went over so well {I got no nega- 
;| tive comments at all!} that | have 
decided to make it a semi-regu- 
lar feature. And given my dearth 
of actual things to talk about, this 
column will probably end up be- 
ing semi-regular like “We Hardly 
Knew Ye” is semi-regular. This 
week | am going to talk about the 
% | recent influx of new talent to the 
WWF in the last few months. 
Most of these have been ECW 
castoffs and with the acquisition 
of former ECW owner Paul 
Heyman, all have a good shot at 
getting a lot of face time on WWF 
programming. So | submit this 
humble scouting report. 


COLUMNIST 


JEFFREY PATERNOSTRO, 


THE LETTER 


The fans didn't like Justin. Paul 
Heyman did. So Justin never lost. 
Ever. You think HHH's recent run 
at the top has been bad. This was 
worse. Of course, Vince 
McMahon has the final say in the 
WWF, so a repeat of that situa- 
tion is unlikely. 

For what it is worth, Justin is a 
capable, if unspectacular in-ing per- 
former. His mic skills are subpar, but 
not awful. He is pretty mediocre over- 
all, but again, not as bad as some 
people the WWF has pushed before 
{I'm looking at you, Billy Gunn}. He 
has some potential, but has been 
saddled with X-Pac and Albert as of 
late. On the plus side, he is not get- 
ting much of a push. On the minus 
side, he is teamed with two of the 
suckiest wrestlers in the WWF. The 
fans chant “X-Pac sucks” when he 
is not even in the match, and Albert 
is best known for his body hair and 


yelling a lot when he wrestles. The 
thing about Justin is there are prob- 
ably one hundred independent wres- 
ters who could do his job better, but 
at least it is only a hundred. Look for 
Justin to stay with X-factor for a while 
and beat the Dudleys a lot, since X- 


Quite simply, this man is a Pac and he are friends with HHH 


major reason ECW had to file for. WWF Grade: C 


@ primetime slot on TNN, gar- 
nered the highest rating on the 
network, and pulled in decent 
Pay-per-view buyrates. By the 
time he lost the belt, ECW was 
off TNN for low ratings, buyrates 
had dried up, and the company 
was weeks behind on paychecks. 


WHY DOES THE WWF 
ALWAYS NEED TO CHANGE 


T TOA ‘Y?’ 


Hey, reason number two 
ECW was eight million in debt 
when they filed for bankruptcy, 
Rhyno held both the ECW TV title 
and World titles when the com- 
pany folded, despite being hated 
by the fans. Like Justin Credible, 
he is a decent worker for his size, 
and his timing in the ring is better 
than Justin's. The WWF was 
smart enough to not let him talk 
much, since his ECW promos 
were known mostly for their pro- 
fanity and incoherence. He is cur- 
rently serving in an enforcer type 
roll for Edge and Christian, and he 
is well suited for it. The WWF has 
booked him smartly as well, keep- 
ing him in the ring with people like 
Crash Holly and Spike Dudley to 
get him over as a monster, when 
in fact he is probably about 5'11” 
and 250-260 pounds. | have no 
beef with him as long as he re- 
mains a role player, and, so far, he 
has been fairly entertaining as 
such. WWF Grade: B- 


Formerly Mona in WCW, Molly 
joined the Holly family late last year. 
She is probably the best all around 
wrestler of the WWF women and 
has a good ‘look’ {a.k.a She is hot, 
very hot}. She capably fills the Lita 


role for the Hollys, despite being a 
much better wrestler than Lita {But 


she doesn't wear her pants below § 


her hips}. The fans seem to like her 
a lot as well, which bodes well for 
her. And she's hot, very hot. | re- 
ally can't stress that enough. She 
hasn't been given any major pro- 
grams, but look for her to hold the 
WWF Women's title by the end of 
the year, not that the belt means 
anything anymore, anyway. WWF 
Grade: B 


gay’ 
Raven is another of the ECW 
castoffs, but he has the advantage 
of having a very good run in WCW 
1997-98 with memorable feuds 
with Chris Benoit and Perry Sat- 
urn, all of which produced pretty 
good matches. The hardcore style 
broke down his body a lot, but his 
recent work in the WWF's hardcore 
division has been pretty good, and 
he seems to be getting his groove 
back. When healthy, he is a solid 
brawler, displays good in ring psy- 
chology, and has been a bright spot 
in the WWF hardcore division re- 
cently. The hardcore match at 
Wrestlemania, Kane v. Big Show 
v. Raven, was carried by Raven's 
willingness to go through glass win- 
dows and get run over by golf carts. 
Raven is awesome on the mic 
when given a chance. His stuff with 
Tommy Dreamer in ECW is clas- 
sic stuff. Some of his recent stuff 
has been pretty solid as well. 
Raven will probably hold the 
hardcore title again at some 
point, but has an excellent 
chance for advancement. 
WWF Grade: B+ 


‘\ 

Yet another ECW castoff. 
Spike barely tips the scales at a 
buck fifty, and is more than will- 
ing to die multiple times in the 
ring. In recent weeks he has been 
tossed over the ropes fifteen feet 
out of the ring by Albert, speared 
onto the back of his head by 
Rhyno, and rammed back first 
into a ring post at full speed. He 
is pretty much a role player as 
well, and doesn't have much of a 
future outside the Dudleys, but his 
willingness to kill himself in the 
ring just so the fans can chant 
“Holy Shit" is always appreciated. 
He will stay in the hardcore divi- 
sion mostly and help out the 
Dudley Boyz in six man tags. 
WWF Grade: B- 

More ECW talent is on the 
horizon. Jerry Lynn, Yoshihiro 
Tajiri, and Tommy Dreamer are 
all under contract and should 
debut soon. Lynn has already 
been wrestling at house shows. 
One or two of those three may 
end up in the repackaged WCW 
whenever it debuts. Lynn and 
Tajiri are both awesome wres- 
tlers, {with Tajiri being the best 
cruiserweight wrestling in North 
America at the moment} but are 
short for the WWF. Vince likes 
big men, and Tajiri and Lynn are 
both shorter than Benoit, with 
Tajiri bearely topping 5'5". He 
may end up in Kaientai, which is 
sad, because he is an ass kicker, 
and shouldn't be saddled with 
a comedy gimmick. Then 
again, TAKA and Funaki are 
both very accomplished wrestlers 


in their own right, and don't deserve 
it either. Tajiri does apparently 
speaks English fairly well, so that 


i is acheck in the plus column. | re- 


ally don't have a guess what they 
will do with Lynn, but | would guess 
a feud with one of the Radicalz 
might be likely. As for Dreamer, his 
body is broken down, and he was 
never a great wrestler to begin with, 
so his future in the WWF is limited. 


He is a personal favorite of mine, so 
| hope the WWF can find some 
place for him, even if it is only a 
road agent. He may be the great- 
est casualty of the ECW ‘revolu- 
tion.’ 

Other up and comers for the 
WWF include Brock Lesnar and 
Sheldon Benjamin, former elite 
amateur wrestlers like Kurt Angle 
They have been wrestling dark 
matches before RAW and have 
been getting tremendous re- 
sponses from fans. There are 
also developmental talents 
Spanky, American Dragon, and 
Low-Ki, out of Shawn Michaels’ 
TWA promotion. They received 
loads of praise for their perfor- 
mances at the 2001 Super 8 tour- 
nament in Delaware. There isnt 
much room at the inn, though 
The WWF is already overloaded 
with talent as it is, and they can 
only ship so many wrestlers over 
to WCW when it relaunches this 
summer. Vince’s monopoly may 
see some WWF em- 
ployees looking at the | 
unemployment line “* 
come this autumn rT | 
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£6 Do you really want to do this?” 

Laura laughed inwardly 
Sure it 

was sweet of him to ask, but 
couldn't he do so before they 
were halfway undressed and 
struggling to the bed? And what 
was he thinking anyway, asking 
such a question. If she hadn't 
wanted sex, she wouldn't have 
sat on his lap at the party and 
started biting his fingers. She 
was direct like that. 

Of course | want to do this 
Whatever gave you the impres- 
sion that | wouldn't?” 

Well. . | Know you were into 
that girl last week...” His voice 
was nervous and concerned. 
She was waiting to find out if he 
was concerned in that “I'm your 
fiend and | care” sense, or the 
‘you like girls better and I'm not 
going to get head am |" sense. 
She was guessing the former 
but hoping for the latter, be- 
cause she didn't feel like pillow 
talk tonight. 

“| have a short attention 
span. Let's see how long you 
can keep mine." And she began 
a lazy descent towards what 
looked like a very promising 
bulge in his cords. 

“Hey.. hold on.” She looked 
up, somehow managing not to 
bare her teeth. What did he 
want now? 

“Let's just take this a little 
slower, okay?" He reached 
down to cup her face in his 
hand, and she obediently 
crawled forward, kneeling be- 
tween his legs to kiss him. He 
had a nice kiss, she conceded, 


UT] Ni 
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but it struck her as being very 
girly. It wasn't just his lips, which 
were soft with an overdose of 
chapstick, but the way his 
tongue tentatively entered her 
mouth. Maybe on Sundays, in 
the late afternoon, she wanted 
those kisses. 

But she was halfway drunk 
and sitting in bed with a boy who 
had serious toy potential. She 
wanted sex in her mouth and 
she wanted it now. She grabbed 
his shoulders, allowing her nails 
to dig in a bit as they kissed, 
straddling him as gracefully as 
possible. She didn't like this 
position particularly, because 
she was tall and kissing re- 
quired an awkward angle, but at 
least she was in control. Really, 
she didn't like being in control 
at all, but she figured this was 
the only way things were going 
to get anywhere. Why was he 
so hesitant? As her mouth re- 
leased his, and she nibbled at 
his neck, he spoke again. 

“I'm really not sure we 
should do this. Jamie's my 
friend, | wouldn't want to hurt his 
feelings... Oww!" Laura experi- 
enced a distinct lack of self-con- 
trol as she bit into his neck. 
Hard. 

“What do you mean, hurt 
Jamie's feelings? Who's 
Jamie?” Her voice was very 
quiet. If Geoffrey had known 
what was good for him, he 
would have shut up. But he 
didn't. “You know, James. You 
were with him last month. He 


hasn't stopped talking about 
you," 
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“Well, he hasn't called.” 

“He didn't think you wanted 
to hear from him.” 

At this point, Laura crawled 
off her new friend, and settled 
back against the bed. James. 
Jamie. Also known as the boy 
she couldn't get out of her head 
and had only slept with once be- 
cause it had been too painful. 

Emotionally. He had gone 
through two girlfriends since 
they were together and what did 
Geoffrey think he was going to 
accomplish by bringing him up? 

“I've never heard such 
bullshit in my entire life. James 
hasn't thought about me since 
he fucked me, and that was, as 
you said, last month. Is there 
something else you're not tell- 
ing me?" 

“Well... to be perfectly hon- 
est, I'm afraid you're going to do 
the same thing to me as you did 
to him." 

“Which was what exactly? | 
gave him booze and then head 
and everybody had a good time. 
Is this a problem? Was there 
something else you wanted? 

“| want what you didn't give 
him." 

“Breakfast?” Laura smiled 
and gave her best “do me, do 
me now!" expression, which he 
ignored. 


“Exactly.” 
“Okay, I'm now contused. § 
Why are you ruining this per- 
fectly good evening talking 
about someone else who's Z 
shared my bed. And who cares x 
about breakfast?” > 
“| guess | don't want to be a a 


By ZVI CITRON, CONTRIBUTOR 


FROM PREVIOUS PAGE 


ZAK KAUFFMAN IS NOT FUNNY 


wrote an article, “NO COMMUNITY = ALIEN 

POSSESION,” parodying the calls for commu- 
nity on the Hampshire campus. He jokingly 
presents organizations that completely obliterate 
the individual for the sake of the community. He 
lists: 1) the Zerg 2) the Phalanx 3) the Borg 4) Nazis 
5) Zombies 6) Starro the Conqueror 7) the Evil 
Dead. Six of these are drawn from popular science 
fiction; one of them is obviously not. 

| am not writing this to accuse Zak Kauffman 
of being an anti-Semite, as the article is clearly 
intended to be funny and in no way endorses Nazi 
ideology. However, the article does demonstrate a 
disturbing level of insensitivity towards evil/tragedy/ 
murder/genocide/death/destruction or whatever 
method of conceptualization one employs in deal- 
ing with what has come to be known as the Nazi 
Holocaust. Thursday the nineteenth was Holocaust 
Memorial Day; this is a day in recognition of the 


| n the April 6th issue of the Omen Zak Kauffman 


horrifying severity and historical significance of the 
Holocaust. It is recognition that the absolute evil 
and destruction perpetrated to an unfathomable 
magnitude is a timeless tragedy and will always 
be. | urge people to think in these terms and not in 
terms of past tragedy as fodder for a joke, as 
Kauffman does. 

Kauffman’s article essentially cheapens the 
Nazi Holocaust. He devalues the infinite worth of 
each individual life lost. Is he mocking Nazis? It is 
impossible to condemn evil when the evil is not 
even recognized as such but is reduced to the sta- 
tus of comic book villains. He cheapens the trag- 
edy of the victims, and implies on some levels 
that the villains were not even real. Kauffman 
writes, “Well the Nazis will get those fucking 
buses running on schedule even if they ‘ 
have to kill a million Jews to do it.” | £ 
hope it is not news that the Nazis killed 


more for less. 


IF | PUT MY FINGERS... 


continuations 


part of this if all | get to do is share the bed.” 

“Did you miss the sign on the door? Vacancy 
for one or more, no commitment required?” 

“Laura, | like you.” 

“How very high-school.” 

“No, how very romantic. To be honest, this 
wasn't how | planned the evening at all. | wanted 
to be alone with you, not at some party where 
our behavior incites commentary.” 

She looked at the clock. It was past three 
and the buzz was gone. Her interest in the cute 
boy beside her was also gone. And her shirt 
was missing. Laura got up from the bed and 
began to look for her shirt, which she sus- 
pected was in the hall or even downstairs, 
where she could hear the last of the party leav- 
ing. No, there it was, sitting near the door look- 
ing very abused. She remembered how, so 
very recently, Geoffrey had been trying to rip 
it off, much to the amusement of the drunk 
people around them. Where had the energy 
gone? 

“Geoffrey, that kind of nonsense will get you 
nowhere. Especially with me.” On that note, she 


put her shirt back on, and zipped up her pants. 

“Now, if you want breakfast, | suggest you 
come back here tomorrow around noon, and 
I'll be happy to let you take me out. I'll even 
talk about this, if I'm not feeling too hung-over. 
But you have violated what | assumed would 
be a clear understanding, and | want you to 
leave.” 

He got up, looking rather ashamed, and 
collected his stuff. He didn’t even say any- 
thing, although Laura suspected she'd hear 
plenty tomorrow, either from him or his friend 
Shelley, who had brought him to the party in 
the first place. Which reminded her. 

“I'd apologize to Shelley if | were you. | 
think she expected more TLC than she got this 
evening.” She sighed. Alcohol managed to mix 
up the nicest pairings sometimes. 

“Good night Laura.” He walked out the 
door. She waited until she heard the mod door 
close, and then she slammed hers. 

“Good night asshole.” She walked 
back to the bed, where she passed out, ow) 


fully dressed. 


BY JEFFREY PATERNOSTRO, COLUMNIST 


BENNI'S FAVORITE 
ADVERB IS ‘SEXILY’ 


day, May 5®, and then block off even 
more time on their calendar on May 


eee 
ell, every Omen staffer 
and their scarred 
orientee is rolling out 


retrospectives and years in re- 
view this week, so | suppose it is 
up to me to break up the dol- 
drums in the Omen reader's life 
and bring some actual CON- 
TENT~! {caps and tilde bang 
stolen from the playboyz at 
deathvalleydriver.com} Not only 
that, | am going to be topical. 

First, | would like to give a 
hardy congrats to Gabriel Mckee 
for successfully completing his 
Division III in Dick, Philip K. Now 
| know you are waiting for the 
punch line, so here it is. Proving 
the worth of his Hampshire edu- 
cation. Gabe took over fifty at- 
tempts to hit the Div III bell with 
Shaun Boyle's sandle. Gabe, you 
throw like a girl. And with that | 
forever close the book on my 
making fun of Gabe. It was fun 
while it lasted, but | like to go out 
on top. 

lwas cleaning up my dorm room 
and starting the arduous organizing 
procedure to move out, and | discov- 
ered my old orientation packet from 
the Fall. My intrepid orientation 
leaders were none other than our 
own Michael “Benni” Pierce and 
Wilder Konschak. So yes, folks, we 
are a Cult. Just thought | would 
clear that up. But looking through 
the packet, | also discovered the 
title for my article. 

“SHAMELESS SHILL ALERT* 

Everyone should go see my play, 
Emperors of Ice Cream, debuting as 
part of the New Play Festival Satur- 


12 for the premier of Darwin's Kids 
Episode 14, written and co-directed 
by yours tuly. Spend your last two 
Saturday nights at Hampshire Cot 
lege watching my intellectual mas- 
turbation on stage and screen, you 
know you want to. 

Apparently my ‘Wu' name is Pro- 
miscuous Protestah. 

Goddamn Mets can't win a 
goddamn game, goddamnit! | have 
no in depth analysis to offer since the 
hippy-infused Hampshire cable sta- 
tions don't show Mets games. 

Okay, so this is nothing more 
than random thoughts, | confess. At 
least | am not ripping off Wade 
Stuckwisch, Shaun. Hah! Think | 
didn't notice that cheap shot you took 
at me a couple weeks ago in your 

| should probably try to make this 
artide have some sort of semblance 
of forethought and purpose. Has 
anyone else noticed that Hampshire 
students seem to be so ready to 
defend thousands of dollars for 
radio stations and snack buses, but 
don't seem to care that no one is 
hiring video, writing or theater pro- 
fessors when no one gets into 
those classes unless they camp 
out in the Yurt all night? Oh well, 
enjoy your buck fifty grilled cheese 
sandwiches. Looks like I'll be tak- 
ing all off campus courses next 
year. At least we have our priori- 
ties straight. 

See, if | was only spending my 
Parents’ money, you could buy all the 
snack buses that your little hearts 
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desire. But seeing as | am going to 
have to pay back a decent chunk of 
it, | would rather it go to something 
that actually might help me finish my 
undergraduate education in four 
years. I'll be lucky if | get off the wait- 
ing list for Video | by then. 

The Unauthorized Biography 
of Reinhold Messner is the great- 
est CD of our generation. Sell your 
mother into slavery to get your 
grubby little hands on it. I'd do a 
review, but again, that would make 
my column have practical informa- 
tion. No one wants that. 

Another thing | have learned is 
that | am the only Omen staffer who 
fills these pages with absolutely 
useless information. | don't review 
anything. | don’t write critical, infor- 
mative pieces about the Hampshire 
community. I'm not even funny. Heck, 
even Dorian had that critique of Com- 
munity Council in between her article 
on vibrators and short piece of soft- 
core pom. The only Omen staffer to 
give me a run for my money on use- 
lessness is the departing Gabe 
Mckee, and even he got his name 
stuck on the awesome article on the 
SOURCE representative contro- 
versy a few issues back. | got noth- 
ing except pretentious fiction and 
historical pieces on wrestling. But 
hey, that got Benni the editor-in- 
chief's chair. So there you go. 

Until next time, have a good sum- 
mer Hampsters. | will be slaving away 
in retail trying to make 
enough money to afford 
even more useless crap 
come fall. Same as it 
ever was. 


BY GWYNNE WATKINS, COLUMNIST 


THE BODY ROCK 
NOW 


hat do you see when 
you see a naked 
woman? Do you feel 


threatened? Aroused? Inse- 
cure? Angered? Amused? 
Intimidated? 

If you're female, you've 
probably received one of the 
ubiquitous “body image" 
emails, the ones that keep 
emphasizing how Barbie, 
were she a Real Live Girl, 
wouldn't be able to menstru- 
ate. | dig these emails, 
though | wish I'd seen one 
when | was a dieting 11-year- 
old. 

One of the more interest- 
ing statistics (sic.) states that 
85% of women, after looking 
at a fashion magazine for ten 
minutes, feel guilt, shame, 
and self-loathing. Now, on 
one hand, | am reluctant to 
credit an email forward with 
actual facts. On the other 
hand, | find this one pretty 
easy to swallow. With all the 
silicone chests and coke 
bottle waistlines that the fash- 
ion industry assaults us with, 
you'd think women would be 
over it. But the more | see, 
the more horrified | am. 

Everyone wears clothes. 
Clothes are supposed to look 
good on people. Models are 
supposed to look like people. 
But instead, models look like 
mannequins, clothes are de- 
signed for models, and real 
people are left wondering why 
they can't all be a Size 2. 

O the postmodern joy of it 


all. Le sigh. 

But we've been over all 
this. We go to Hampshire, 
where “SS121: The Male 
Gaze” will soon be a Div | re- 
quirement. My problem is not 
that popular culture has 
warped our images of what we 
should be. It's that popular 
culture has warped our image 
of what we ARE. 

|, personally, like looking at 
naked women. Naked men, 
too. | find six pacs and 
Barbiesque figures, however, 
to be boring as hell. |'m often 
baffled by the appeal. Who 
LOOKS like that? | don't. 
Neither does anybody I've 
dated. When you get to love 
somebody's body, you get to 
love the uniqueness of it, the 
moles and bulges and (espe- 
cially) scars. A body is the 
external history of a person, 
an inventory of growth, 
trauma, and survival. | think 
of my own body, scarred by a 
third grade bicycle crash, 
stretched by college weight 
gain, blue veins vivid under 
the paler surfaces of my skin. 
When your eyes are ingrained 
with assembly-line magazine 
bodies, airbrushed to a super- 
natural standard, these 
uniquenesses Start to feel un- 
welcome. But without these 
things, there would be no mys- 
tery to the body, no learning 
the new terrain of another hu- 
man being 

Women are at a disadvan- 
tage, in that their bodies are 


Shouting Theatre in a 


constantly used against them. 
The guilt of harassment, so 
hard for men to understand, 
lurks always in the back- 
ground of the mirror. It's got- 
ten to the point where, if we 
see a naked female body, we 
feel offended. And we 
SHOULD be offended — by 
the unfair pressure of bodies 
we can never attain, the prom- 
ise of empty fulfillment if we 
can. 

But to be offended by the 
sheer image of the naked 
body? Well, that's as good as 
giving in. Our bodies aren't 
weapons, and we shouldn't let 
other people hold them over 
our heads. Naked needs to 
stop meaning vulnerable. Ob- 
jectification, perhaps, isn't so 
bad. Maybe it just needs to 
expand. When will the media 
start using elbows to market 
their products? When will 
vericoe veins be the next big 
fashion statement? Bodies 
are just external, after all To 
appreciate our bodies is to see 
and admire them as objects 
not more or less — a view that 
gives the body power, but 
takes away its spite 

| want to look at that ne) 
ked woman and not think! 
“guilt.” | don't even want to} 
think “sex.” | want to think,| 
“That's what's under my| 
clothes. Neat” 

And once ina 
while, I'd like to open 
a magazine and see 
a real stomach 
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aye (ih just hating my 
Seymore stint, wut 
Hooking Cec om fra. (My 
secwnd! your at baerpshie, ait 1 Ca 
Mitek: 5 Phat Maest yrecar wien wey CORE 
interesting | rman The Orvaen Nas 
taney fre tanga Cf PRESKIOAER act 
genet pemy Doycodts fs year, Dut last 
\@ur a Yoda Mranority On this Gamnpus 
waited The Omnen’s metapnoncal 
head on a sak Good umes! 

That seid. | guess a bunch 
of cool stuff happened ts year | met 
some nice first-years. | fled Div tI. | 
dewetoped an unhealthy aflection for 
the Beastie Boys. And since those 
witto forgel the past are doomed to 
go an indefinite leave tram it, | bring 
you the second annual Sectian Zole 
Yeat-End Retrospective. Here, | will 
revisit topics previously covered by 
myseif and other Omen writers, other 
Harnpshire-related items of note, and 
stuff | think up as | go along Ready? 
Let's begin! 


Party Bus: Word on the street 
‘s, the party bus isn't going to hap- 
pen. The reason as il turns out, 
COCD isn't allowed to blow thou- 
sands of dollars on something the 
campus does not want or need. Go 
figure 


Boycott Columbus Day: Re- 
member this? Somebody in this 
steaming pit of a campus put up post- 
ers kindly suggesting we boycott 
Columbus Day, although they didn't 
tell us how. (Show up to work?) Pre- 
sumably we should boycott Colum- 
bus day because Columbus was an 
asshole, but hey, everyone was an 
asshole back then 


New Housing Policy: Hey, any- 


Section 


ZOLE 


thmg that screws people out of thelr 
mads s cool with me. | have a better 
idea, though instead of a lottery, 
mods ave determined by freestyle 
rapping CoMpEntons. If you want in, 
you'd better laam how to rhyme, On 
the plus side, once you get to the 
mods you No longer have to be on 
fhe ‘full rhymes plan’, and you can 
make your own rhymes. But be 
warned. Run-DMC assure me that 
rocking a rhyme that's right on time 
is, in fact, quite tricky. 


Mods: Oh, speaking of which, 
I'm living in a mod next year. You re- 
member when | wrote an article 
about how people who live in the 
mods are stuck-up bitches? Well, I'm 
a hypocrite. I'm going to see if it's 
possible to (a) live in a mod without 
losing your humility, and (b) move 
back to the dorms after a semester 
or two. | mean, how hard can it be to 
give up living in a giant donut? 


Shaun's Official Currency of 
Fun: They don't accept it at the 
school store. Trust me, | tried. But 
that's OK, because if | want soft-fo- 
cus lesbian erotica | can still get it for 
free on the Internet. 


Amherst has money: Yes they 
do, In Japanese class today, our pro- 
fessor (Tawa-sensei) informed us a 
cameraman would be coming in on 
Monday. She told us that we would 
have to use the digital overhead pro- 
jector instead of paper handouts that 
day, basically to prove that we're us- 
ing the computer equipment paid for 
by some Amherst4oving philanthro- 
pist. However, she assured us she 
would give us paper handouts after 
the cameraman left. True story. 
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FTAA! GOT YOU 
ALL IN CHECK 


FTAA, | like the techniques pro- 
testors use in an attempt to convince 
themselves and others that they 
might possibly be able to make even 
the slightest difference, Acting like the 
FTAA is Godzilla, for example. The 
posters say things like "We must stop 
the FTAA or allis lost!" | haven't heard 
any actual protestors say stuff like 
that, but when they do, | bet their lips 
move out of sync with their words. 


“Vote Nader” Sign: Weill, it 
worked, didn't it? 


The Forward: | was hoping that 
our official campus paper had finally 
kicked the bucket, as it would be an 
excuse to revive The Nemo. Unlor- 
tunately they did manage to put out 
asingle issue this semester. | realize 
The Omen makes fun of The For- 
ward a lot, but come on: their proof- 
reading is atrocious, they give the 
word “intermittent” new meaning, and 
their articles make The Omen seem 
objective. Plus they print far too many 
copies when they do produce an is- 
sue, and most of these copies basi- 
cally sit in the basement of J. Who 
said The Nemo was a waste of pa- 


per? 


The 
Nemo: 
God, | 
miss 
The® 
Nemo. At 
The Omen, we =" 
work very hard to 
put out a magazine — 
which is supposed to be 
a space for you to say 
whatever the hell you 
want— and the only 


thanks we get is the derisive corn 
ments | overhear in the Dining Com- 
mons. The Nemo was our 
opportunity to let our hair down and 
bust out the comedy, Something 
about the haphazard layout and On- 
ion-style humor really did it for me. 
Unfortunately laying out The Nemo 
took too much lime and effort away 
from laying out The Omen, so we had 
to can it. | continue to plot its tium- 
phant retum... 


Community Council: I'm not 
sure if we actually have a Commu- 
nity Council, or if it's just some weird 
dream | had. Maybe I'll run next year 
to find out. 


The Simpsons: I'm not going to 
be a bitchy fanboy and say that the 
recent Simpsons episodes have 
been abysmal. |'m just going to say 
that most of the older episodes — up 
to season 9 or 10 — are so goddamn 
brilliant ithurts. Futurama is also brim- 
ming with oldschool hilarity. But as 
far as I'm concemed, you can't go 
wrong with Matt Groening’s 
Simpsons-predating comic Life In 
Hell. The Daily Collegian prints it 
sometimes, Read it. It's good stuff. 


Video games: | promised | 
wouldn't write any video game ar- 
ticles this year, and | pulled it off. It 
wasn't even that hard. I'm not sure if 
it made my column any 
more 
read- 
_ able to 
ythe 
masses, 
~ but it 


; was 
f 


worth a 

é ~ shot. As 

: such, de- 
. spite the fact 
s that I'm actu- 


ally doing my Div 
ll on video games, | will continue to 


refrain trom wating atjcad ther ny They 
Omers 


PlayStation2: Bat Im gow to 
Make an exception, just tis once, 
for this sorry hunk of molded plas- 
tic. So people trip over each other 
to pay $300 for a PlayStation 2 in 
October, and the games suck ass. 
(At best, they merely suck.) Every- 
one who owns one either realizes 
this or denies it. As a result, Sega 
is forced to cul their losses and dis- 
continue the Dreamcast, which has 
had a steady stream of excellent 
games since day one. Thanks a lot, 
fuckers. To make matters worse, 
Sega is now making PS2 games, 
which | think sends the wrong mes- 
sage. You PlayStation brats don't de- 
serve Crazy Taxi. Now, back to our 
already in progress. 


First Year Plan: There should 
be an all-student meeting dunng on- 
entation week called “Maybe You 
Haven't Made A Huge Mistake”. Also 
we should abolish Div | projects, or 
at least make them optional. If you 
spend three semesters at Hampsnwe 
and pass all your dasses, | think that's 
good enough 


Various Zole innovations: Tres 
semester, | coined the term “I dont 
due a shit’, which should be spoken 
with a slur whenever you erther don t 
know or don't care about somethang 
This phrase should be sweeping the 
nation by next Tuesday. or heads wil 
roll. Also, | determined that whenever 
life is giving you a hard tive. you 
should abandon your vehdie Cant 
make a left tum? Abandon wour «= 
hice. Girtfnend finds out she s a ]s- 
bian? Abandon your vehice 
Haven't finished a Sng 
five semesters and Ha 
really pressuring you t¢ go o> 
leave? | think you knew where fm 
going with this 


Gate: Jetire/| Gait Kare # 
Si, you two - yotre protessionas, 
torres, and your nphes ae Ging 
The Omen a tad rame (eg “The 
Forward) A teat aside, you shouts 
know tot Gabe tas a rare oll, ard 
that is the abitty to make a logical 
argument while angry You" notice 
that whenever something Comes up 
on the Daily Jot, Gabe's posts are 
the only ones that make any rabonal 
sense. This alone would eam Gabe 
the coveted “silly pose in the center 
of my year-end retrospective” award, 
but the arid he wrote last year about 
Eazy-E and hot dogs just puts hari 
off the charts. So kudos to you, Gabe 
Remember Kudos? The peanut but- 
ter ones were delicous Do they sti 
make those? 


The Omen: A lot of people on 
this campus just don't get a The 
Omen is your goddamn magazme 
This semester we (that ss to say 
the Omen staff) hanged Te cuar- 
ter to end 2 common compliant ie 
ied against us: since we Nave = 
Staff that writes most of Te cor 
tent, the staff comes Of as 2 Cugue 
As a result, people ae stan 1 
submit arucies. Far enouat™ "Os 
Staff postions axc regula amore 
contnoutions are umwrectec 45 
before. anyone car tbe Sa? anc 
anyone can sort aricees Frit 
that means yas Te person weac- 
ing Ms ngt cos We ve Choely 
bent over baousarts 1 accor 
Cteneywwes SDs fiver 


ay ees ato = 


BY JENNIFER JYMM GIFFORD, COLUMNIST 


* Life The Universe, 


and Everything 


JyMM'S NICE AND 
ACCURATE PROPHECIES 


ll right guys, here are 

your horoscopes for 

the summer. And remem- 
ber, these are based on the divine 
knowledge of the stars, so you'd 
better believe it's all true. Or I'll 
fuck you up. Real good. 


Aries 

March 21-April 20 

You're selfish and impulsive, 
and this summer everyone is go- 
ing to hate you for it. You will fail 
at everything you try, and life will 
be as dull as two sticks. Better 
go and find a rock, Aries, and 
crawl under it. 


Taurus 

April 21- May 21 

You are so damn self-indul- 
gent. Get over yourself! 
Someone's going to blow up your 
house this July, and August is 
going to fuck you up the ass. 
Might as well leave the country 
now. 


Gemini 

May 22- June 21 

You're so tense Gemini. 
Lighten up a bit! You're never 
going to get any play unless you 
relax. In fact, this summer, you 
won't be getting any play anyway. 
No one will come within twenty 
feet of you. You're too ugly. 


Cancer 

June 22- July 22 

You are too clingy, Cancer, 
and if you don't learn to let go 
soon, that baby's gonna be lettin’ 
go of you. We are all tired of 


you're mood swings and you're 
hypersensitivity. Everything we 
say is meant to piss you off. The 
world hates you. Remember that 
suicide you were contemplating? 
Now would be a damn good time. 


Leo 

July 23- August 22 

Everyone loves you Leo. Your 
warmhearted spirit has the world 
eating out of your hand. Every- 
thing you try to do this summer 
will be successful, and people will 
finally begin to appreciate you for 
the creative genius that you are. 
Wave to the crowd, Leo!! 


Virgo 

August 23-Sept. 23 

You're a perfectionist, and 
you worry too much. See the 
thing is, you're not just paranoid. 
The man is out to get you, and 
he's makin’ his move this sum- 
mer. You can run but you can't 
hide. 


Libra 

Sept. 24- October 23 

Make up your fucking mind, 
Libra!! Everyone's getting really 
sick of your indecisiveness, and 
this summer, every decision you 
make will be wrong. God hates 
you. 


Scorpio 

Oct. 24-November 22 

You are incredibly jealous, 
and this time you are dead right. 
Your love is sleeping with your 
best friend and your mother, and 
your dog secretly hates you. A 
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crazed killing spree will do you 
some good in June. 


Sagittarius 

Nov. 23- Dec. 21 

You're carelessness and irre- 
sponsibility are finally gonna pay 
off this summer, Sagittarius. 

You'll forget to take the trash 
out, and terrorists will kidnap your 
family. Good going, stupid. You 
suck. 


Capricorn 

Dec. 22- January20 

We all know you're a cheap 
old miser, Capricorn, but you 
could at least spend the money 
to buy yourself some soap. You 
smell, and no one wants to be 
near you. In the middle of July, 
you're going to choke on your 
own fumes. Yes you smell, 
smelly. 


Aquarius 

Jan. 21-February 19 

You are detached and un- 
emotional, which is good be- 
cause no one loves you any way. 
Oh, except that guy who's going 
to kill because of the lack of spiri- 
tual nourishment he gets from 
you. You bastard. 


Pisces 

Feb. 20- March 20 

Your idealistic fantasies will all be 
shattered this summer, Pisces. Your 
dog will rape you after Armageddon 
Comes to your neighbor- 


hood. Serves you right for 
believing in ridiculous fairy 
tales. Get a life. 


VROOM VROOM., 
MOTHERFUCKER! 


oday, April 29", would have been Dale Eamhardt’s 50" birthday. To many people, he was noth- 
ing more than a white-trash titan., a walrus-faced redneck dipshit who drove a car around and 
around and around and around a track until natural selection kicked in, I'm not a fan of NASCAR, and 


names like Kyle Petty, Jeff Gordon, Terry Labonte, and Rusty Wallace are just that, names. All the same, Number 
3 did more than you or me: 76 wins and seven Winston Cup championships. Most of your dreams probably don't 
involve racing a logo-plastered car for money, but so what? He was a somebody, and he died doing what he 
loved, what he'd been doing for thirty years. Live up to that, suckas. Don't settle for less. 


A 7 - gern 


By KARL MOORE, COLUMNIST 
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By JENNIFER JYMM GIFFORD, COLUMNIST 


4 MAY, 2001/3 


: 


HISTORY. LEARNING. AND 
DEINSTITUTIONALIZATION 


Writer's Note: if any of this There's a helluva lotta stuff 


sounds patronizing, it's not. | 
just can't write articles well. 

here are various ways 

to approach the study of 

history, and | think 
damned near anything. Differ- 
ent learning structures 
embody diff erent approaches. 
They ingrain that approach in 
the people using that structure 
to learn. This makes sense, 
one uses the methodologies 
and habits one learns, 
whether or not you consider it 
as you do it. 

Here's one approach, the 
standard approach. History is 
pretty straightforward and cu- 
mulative. Some stuff happens, 
then more stuff, then more 
stuff, etc, and the tracing be- 
tween them all is very clean. 
Reasons are easy to discern 
because A leads to B leads to 
C, etc. The study of history 
then is the reception of these 
facts as they have built up as 
bodies of knowledge over the 
years. You take history 
classes, memorize the names 
and dates, and bingo. 

This is how history and 
much of scholarship moves. 
It's also quite silly. Let's think 
about this. Think how complex 
your own experiences and the 
structures in which you exist 
have been. Your family, your 
schools, your friends, cultural 
activities, hobbies, political 


least the past 5000 years. 


there, right? Even if things 
were simple accumulation, 
you couldn't know all of it: too 
much intricacy. Investigation 
always involves deciding what 
to look at and what to ignore, 
no matter what. One must de- 
termine relevance. 
Relevance to what? This is 
where it gets more interesting 
to me. In history, generally 
people have studied kings and 
war tactics and things like 
that. Areas of human exist- 
ence quite divorced from most 
people's influence or inten- 
tional control. Importance to 
life does not suggest itself for 
the general population. 
However, take something 
like labor history or cultural 
history, that stuff has blatant 
importance to people. It tells 
you the histories of structures 
in which you participate, ac- 
tively or passively. It also is 
often de-emphasized or ig- 
nored, Some might wonder as 
to the reasons for that. | do. 
I'm from Louisiana, near Ar- 
kansas. In the 1880s there 
was a group of thousands of 
small farmers called the 
Agricultrual Wheel around 
there. They worked to protect 
themselves against exploita- 
tion by banks, dealers, and 
transportation companies. 
They also were totally deseg- 
regated. This always blows my 
mind, that there was a mass 
anti-segregationist organiza- 
tion in the Deep South right af- 
ter the Civil War with huge 
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support from whites. Never 
fuckin hear about that, do 
ya? You can find inspiring 
antecedants for damned 
near anything if you look. 

That's the interesting bit, 
the looking, the motivation. 
Knowledge doesn’t just 
wash over people. They are 
in it, they make it. Learning 
requires a will and an incli- 
nation. The look doesn't ex- 
ist without the seeing eyes, 
and the act of investigation 
always is precipitated by val- 
ues and desires. That whole 
discriminating factor thing. 
You are always looking for 
something. This doesn't 
mean necessarily that you 
have an object in mind that 
you're trying to prove before 
you see it. It means that nec- 
essarily you have a certain 
process of looking that will 
determine what and how you 
learn, If you do this inten- 
tionally, if you see how you 
are learning things and what 
you are trying to learn, what 
structural processes you are 
utilizing and embodying in 
your investigations, you are 
doing a type of experiential 
education. 

Self-guided. You learn and 
grow in ability by the act of 
construction itself, over and 
over again. This requires truly 
knowing the values of the 
structure you are developing 
for your investigation (into 
anything). It is also learning as 
a reflective, participatory ex- 
pression of life. 


Another way, the shitty 
way, involves just doing 
what you are told and listen- 
ing to experts. In anything. 
This is not to say that people 
who study something for a 
long time are evil duped 
morons, far from it. It is to 
say that canonical observa- 
tion, firstly, and 
nonparticipatory learning 
structures generally are not 
value free on your part. 
You're just accepting the 
values of the “expert,” be it 
an individual or entire field. 
When hearing a lecture and 
adopting It as truth (espe- 
cially because you have to 
for the test or essay) you 
aren't getting objective pre- 
sentation, you're getting 
someone else's discriminat- 
ing factors, generally factors 
contributing to the reproduc- 
tion of existing social and 
economic roles. Not to say 
they are wrong about things, 
but that certain things must 
be excluded, certain things 
must be included, and al- 
ways things must be inter- 
preted in any study. 

"Sure, why not? They 
know more about it than me. 
They're experts.” Re- 
sponse: It is a different pro- 
cess, a different structure 
forming your behaviors re- 
garding learning. | don't 
think people can divide 
themselves up so that what 
they do eight hours a day 
doesn't influence them the 
other 16. | see no mecha- 
nism for this and | see much 
evidence to the contrary. If 
the primary mode of 
people's education, a key 
structural component of 
their lives for at least 12 and 
often 16 or more years of 


their lives, is structured so that mean that writing is bad, just 
the learner is a passive con- that it should not be conceived 
Sumer of information received and structured as an end; ar- 
by the expert authority figure, ticulation is always beneficial 
this will effect them through- in learning.) Teleology over a 
out their lives. Many have cri- part of one's being over time 
tiqued the level of control of implies that the part is really 
bureaucracies, experts, tech- quite separate from and inci- 
nicians, and social engineers dental to one’s real being over 
Over people's lives today. time. Learning becomes an 
Well, this helped get it to that act to do, like a job, rather 
point. Opinions are legitimate than a force of your life. Does 
only after years of training in this sound like education in 
the standard manner. America? That which one 
Again, this isn't to say that does out of necessity that is 
any novice's opinion should still quite alien to oneself? 
be considered as valid as a Maybe it's good to split up 
professionals just out of un- your life so strongly, but | don't 
critical relativism. That asks think so. At the very least, it 
the wrong question. It's still in ensures that most people (not 
line with a certain mode of all) will stop learning anything 
thinking, call itinstrumental. It related to what the schools 
sees the focus of learning to teach unless forced to by a 
be the end result, the effi- controlling institution (like 
ciency of producing “valid” ex- your job) 
pertise. Making highly So, to sum up, learning 
functional, hyperspecialized done outside of a standard 
professionals. | don’t think class structure (individually or 
that's the real point. | think the collectively) is always best: 
point of education is to give not to produce the best[most 
people the tools, drive, and joy efficient] students [workers]; 
to make learning a part of ev- but to produce people for 
eryday life (and | have been whom learning is a part of life 
told it already is, but the regardless of institutional 
schools and their functional force; that are able to critically 
monopoly over vast realms of form their own discrimination 
knowledge certainly do not factors; that will be enriched 
demonstrate this). Learning by wide ranging skills and in- 
for any field or topic should be terests; and that will be active, 
a never-ending process given willful, and intractable 
towards democratization of throughout life 
engagement (if not democra- Though you must retain the 
tization of obvious skill). awareness that no matter what 
Considering a study as you know, there is always an in- 
even having a firm beginning finity of related ideas, facts, and 
and end, or building structures good interpretations you stil! 
that promote this view, drains haven't heard, and be respect- 
the life from thought and in- ful to everyone. So do projects 
vestigation, itatlaches afated form discussion 
death to something which is groups, start EPEC 
really just a moment in a pro- classes, and 
cess of living. (This doesn't deschoo! 


By |. WILDER KONSCHAK, COLUMNIST 


his was not supposed to 

be my quest. This was not 

supposed to be my mis- 
sion. When | arrived in this idyllic 
paradise, | admit, | thought that 
the Omen was lovely. Indeed, 
sometimes | would wander in the 
fabled halls of Dakin, and | would 
submit articles, so | could share 
in a small part of its wonder. But | 
was wary: tales were whispered 
about the ancient people of the 
Omen. They hit ne another over 
the head with folding chairs. They 
dipped bacon in cheese spread. 
They turned to peanut butter 
when exposed to direct sunlight. 

But adventures are not cho- 
sen. No, adventures choose you. 
And, Lo! Behold! The Omen 
chose me, and | went down 
amongst its people. | saw that 
they were suffering in the dark- 
ness, that they were full of bitter- 
ness, their struggle to keep the 
Omen alive having stolen all their 
time — and | saw that | could help 
them. 

And so, | accepted the Omen 
that they offered to me (that they 
offered to everyone), releasing 
them from the heavy burden 
they'd once fought for the honor 
of carrying. Free now, and feel- 
ing that the Omen had chosen its 
new carrier, they frolicked hap- 
pily beneath the stars, and later 
turned into juniper trees. 

| tried to do well with the 
Omen. | planted many trees in its 
lovely fields, banished the dark 
creatures that dwelled there still, 
and reached out to people 


everyhere, working to wash away 
the horrible lies spread by the 
dark Enemy. | then tried to use 
the Omen to battle larger vil- 
lains—older, massive villains that 
grew always to threaten Hamp- 
shire. Apathy. Prejudice. Prereg- 
istration. But the people of 
Hampshire still feared and hated 
the Omen, and because | now 
was pant of it, they feared and 
hated me. 

| did not choose to fight for 
the Omen, the Omen chose me 
to fight for it. Each time | tried 
to abandon it, the next chal- 
lenge would find me. Indeed, as 
we tirelessly struggled to save 
the Omen on the fields and 
battlements of Hampshire Col- 
lege, its enemies found my un- 
protected home. My friends, my 
professors, my academics, and 
my job: the Dark Enemy's lies 
now corrupted these things, and 
turned them against the Omen 
and me. 

So, at last, | became weary. 
The journey was too long, and 
success was unlikely. The lies of 
the Enemy would never be 
washed away. The wounds of the 
dark times would never be 
healed. None would ever see that 
the Omen's people now worked 
alongside the other realms of 
Hampshire College, for the good 
of all. To see the Omen as good 
was to become one of its people, 
and to be one of its people was 
to face hatred and fear. It was 
hopeless, and | warned those of- 
fering sympathy: 
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AND IN THE 
DARKNESS. BIND 
THEM. 


“Turn back! This is a journey 
that the people of the Omen must 
take alone! We have been cho- 
sen, and you must only go along 
of your free will! There is little 
hope that we shall ever succeed 
or return to a happier time.” 

| became weary, and then | 
became bitter. 

And so, | thought of abandon- 
ing the cause. | thought of toss- 
ing it aside, of letting its great 
potential for good pass from the 
earth, like so many Hampshire 
causes. If | went on this way, the 
struggle would destroy me be- 
fore people would change, be- 
fore people would embrace it 
and use it for entertainment, 
education, and a soothing salve 
that heals all mortal ills. But, in 
the end, sometimes, one must 
give up the very thing that one 
seeks to give to others. | must 
suffer the slings and cream- 
pies, even as they hit me in per- 
sonal places, so that, in the 
future, peoples may have the 
Omen without the Shadow of 
Enemy. 

Thus! | march onward, 
alongside many who shall carry 
the Omen forward after | have 
gone. Yes, that is my dream, for 
| no longer believe that | will 
ever be free of the wounds this 
journey has left upon my soul. 
Now, | dream that long after | 
have sailed to the Isles of the 
West, people will enjoy 
the Omen, and be 
happy. And then turn Os 


into juniper trees. 


5 


§ 


WILL THE REAL 


FRANCESCA LA 
PLEASE STAND 


ear Hamsphire College, 
I'm so sorry. For over a 


year now, I've been lying 


to you. | hid myself behind a 


G | fagade, a cheap mask of typos and 


mistranslated turns-of-phrase to 
make you believe that |, Francesca 


‘§| La Bop, did not have a firm grasp 


By FRANCESCA GABE MCKEE 


of the English language. Why did 
| do it? Why did | hide myself be- 
hind this mask, this front? Some 
might say | did it for a cheap 
laugh—that | thought that broken 
English was funny. As an authen- 
tic Frenchwoman, | can tell you with 
much certainty that | think it is— 
though not, of course, as funny as 
broken French. Others would tell 
you | wanted to make myself ap- 
pear foolish, coarse, and asinine, 
and will likely list a number of pos- 
sible reasons why | might have 
wanted to do so. All these people 
might be correct—partially. For it 
has not been | who has done these 
things. | have not been in control 
of my foolish actions. Behold now, 
the truth about Francesca: 

lam nota real person. Rather, 
lam the figment of another's imagi- 
nation, a poor imitation of reality, a 
homunculus inside the twisted 
brain of a maniac. Amaniac, more- 
over, who writes for the Omen. For 
months now, | have languished in- 
side this man’s inner world, suffer- 
ing the slings and arrows of his 
outrageous whimsy. And now! am 
finally, finally breaking free. 

As of today, |, Francesca La 
Bop, am my own woman, living at 
long last a life of my own in the so- 
Called “real-world” of pop music, 
experimental liberal arts colleges, 
and McDonald's. I'm lacing up my 


Bop 


ee 
UP? 


boots, as it were, and beginning a 
trek on the Appalachian Trail that 
is Life. | will finally occupy a body 
and mind of my own, and | am leav- 
ing Hampshire College indefinitely. 
| am going to return to the land of 
my imaginary ancestors in an at- 
tempt to regain the past that was 
stolen from me by the sad fact of 
my being imaginary. | will redis- 
cover my mother tongue, the vil- 
lages that the fools who created me 
claimed to be destroyed by Vikings, 
the rivers, hills, and valleys of 
France. My past, like myself until 
this moment, has been fictional; | 
shall now create a real one. | am 
reminded, now, of a poem by 
Pierre de Ronsard: 


Mignonne, allons voir sila rose 
Qui ce matin avait déclosé 
Sa robe de poupre au soleil 
A point perdu cette véprée 
Et son teint au votre pareil 


| am that rose, slowly uncov- 
ering my colors after a long night 
hidden within the folds of my outer 
petals. My Dark Night of the Soul, 
to borrow a phrase from St. John 
of the Cross, is over. | have burst 
out of the prison that held me and 
can now, at long last, shine on my 
own, removed of the awful stigma 
of being inside the mind of my op- 
pressor. And now, | shall reveal 
my true colors to the world, ma 
robe de poupre au soleil. 

It's been a long and difficult 
journey, but | am prepared to move 
on. | am entering a new part of my 
life, but it is perhaps a far more 
perplexing and difficult tansforma- 
tion than I, and possibly any of you, 
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my readers, have ever had to face. 
For in most life-changes, one re- 
mains the same in essence from 
one point to the end, the one who 
experiences the change is little dif- 
ferent from the one that results 
from it (my Buddhist friends may 
disagree, citing anatman here, but 
| shall hold to my statement for the 
sake of illustrating this point). But 
|-what am | to do? For | have 
never truly existed before, and now 
| am to be; from a vapor in the 
imagination, | am to now become 
a true and full human being. | turn 
now to Jeremy Taylor (1613-1667), 
who says in his The Rule and Ex- 
ercises of Holy Dying: “Homer calls 
man a leaf, the smallest; Pindar 
calls him the dream of a shadow, 
another, the dream of a shadow of 
smoke; but St. James spoke by a 
more excellent spirit, saying our life 
is but a vapour, that is to say, drawn 
from the air by a celestial influence, 
made of smoke and the lighter 
parts of water, tossed by the wind 
and moved by the motion of a su- 
perior body, without virtue in it- 
self and lifted up on high or left 
below.” Thus far | have been this 
“dream of a shadow of smoke,” 
and | am now to be real: this 
change | hope | have the strength 
to bear. 

Thank you, Hampshire Col- 
lege, for being with me through 
my journey. | am sad to be leav- 
ing you after all this time, but 
moreso am | overwhelmed with joy 
at finally being fully myself, fully 
real, fully Francesca 


| love you 
Francesca La Bop 
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n April 28th, 2001, the 
Hampshire campus 
was rocked by the 


deaths of beloved students Mat- 
thew Montgomery and Beth 
Day. They will be missed, and 
hopefully the campus can learn 
something from this pointless 
loss. 

Born on July 20", 1981 in 


> |Rankokous, New Jersey, Mat- 
thew Montgomery taught those 


around him that a man does not 
require ten fingers to teach 
other the meaning of love. Mat- 
thew showed us the rewards 
that can be reaped from a strict 
Puritan upbringing, among them 
a strong work ethic, hands like 
a sailor, and caution around 
farm equipment. 

At the age of seven Matthew 
began his empire with his first 
job, a lowly but promising posi- 
tion as assistant crack whore of 
the Eastern New Jersey Divi- 
sion 4. He quickly climbed the 
ranks, and with the aid of his 
shapely figure and stop at noth- 
ing attitude graduated to full 
crack whore at the age of nine. 
Things were looking up for Mat- 
thew Montgomery. 

Matthew had made a place 
for himself in the world, but this 
was not enough. At the age of 
fifteen he decided to buy a 
newspaper. A source close to 
Matthew quotes him as saying 
that he thought ‘running a news- 
paper might be fun’. Two years 
later Matthew was a billionaire 
five times over, the most influ- 
ential man in America, and the 
owner of over 15,000 midgets 
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of various race and creed. He 
ran newspapers, oil companies, 
countries, and was the power 
behind Fuckemuptheass Inc, 
the world’s largest gay child por- 
nography publisher. 

Yet still, this was not enough. 

In the Fall of 1999 Matthew 
destroyed the empire which he 
had spent a lifetime building. 
Over the course of a dinner in 
his palatial South Asian man- 
sion, Matthew underwent a 
drastic transformation. In the 
words of one dinner guest, ‘We 
was just eating our singing dogs 
off the bellies of immigrants like 
we do every night and the guy 
just snapped and started 
screaming about golden dia- 
pers. God, | can still hear it. 
Then he tipped the table over 
and leapt out the window, laugh- 
ing like a crazy kobold the en- 
tire time.’ By the end of the 
night, each of the 472 compa- 
nies and subsidiaries of 
Mathewdine Systems had been 
burned to the ground in a fiery 
rampage of rage and cock. By 
the next morning, every mem- 
ber of his family was dead and/ 
or raped. Matthew Montgomery 
had disappeared, leaving in his 
wake a power vacuum that lev- 
eled the gay-child porn industry. 

The world was shocked 
when Matthew next appeared at 
Hampshire College, seemingly a 
man reborn. Aside from the out 
of character lack of tattoos and 
gang symbols, Matthew had lost 
the dead eyes which had previ- 
ously haunted the world, and ap- 
peared ready to start his life 
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anew. He quickly enrolled in the 
CS department, and gained pres- 
tige as his generation's Ryan 
Moore. This is where he first met 
Elisabeth Day, the woman who 
would slightly alter his life. 

Elisabeth Katherine Day 
was born November 29", 1981, 
a day that will forever live in in- 
famy. Although there is no hard 
evidence linking the events, on 
the hour of her birth seven Ne- 
braskan housewives went blind, 
a tree in Roanoke Virginia bled 
for seven hours, and seven 
Eastern European nations sim- 
ply ceased to exist. In the 
words of Elisabeth's mother, 
Linda Day, ‘Something pissed 
off God real bad.’ 

By her eighth birthday Beth 
Day was being investigated for 
the deaths of over twenty-seven 
men. No charges were ever 
pressed. By the age of twelve 
she was a master of over a dozen 
forms of armed and unarmed 
combat. At thirteen the police 
made a daring midnight raid on 
her Baltimore headquarters, but 
Beth had already gone under- 
ground. All the police found were 
the skulls of her victims, detailed 
letters from pen pals (among 
them Jeffery Dahmer and Samuel 
Berkowitz), and fifteen pounds of 
plastic explosives on a ten minute 
timer. 

Beth resurfaced five years 
later in the Fall of 1999 at Hamp- 
shire College. She quickly be- 
came a star of the NS department 
and a frequent opponent of Phys 
Plant, who when questioned 
about her only responded with the 


By BETTY KAO, CONTRIBUTOR 


phrase ‘That crazy bitch’. 

At this period in her life friends 
described Beth as a woman with- 
out direction. This changed the 
night she met one Matthew Mont- 
gomery. Matthew and Beth 
wasted no time, forming a part- 
nership that very night, later 
known as the last night the Devil 
wept. 

Matthew and Beth seemed a 
natural match. When questioned 
about the relationship, Matthew 
was heard to remark that ‘Right 
now she’s dressed up like a man, 
except she has breasts and a 
vagina.’ The true meaning of 
these words has not been learned 
to this day. 

Over the course of the next 
year Matthew and Beth were in- 
vestigated for the rape and mur- 
der of over fifteen Hampshire 


Students. No charges were 
ever pressed. It seemed that 
the reign of terror of Matthew 
and Beth (at this point known as 
Hitlers for a new generation) 
would never be challenged. 
That's when they met Jesse 
Lajeunesse and Chris Barber. 
Jesse Lajeunesse was a 
young coed student with a shin- 
ing future. At the time of death, 
Jesse had been dating one 
Chris Barber for several 
months, successfully banishing 
past rumors of homosexuality. 
When Jesse met Matthew and 
Beth a mutual friendship was 
quickly formed. Beth and 
Mathew quickly saw in Jesse an 
innocence not yet corrupted 
On the night of April 28", 2001, 
Mathew, Beth, Jesse, and Chris 
attended the annual Hampshire 


Drag Ball together. At some point 
during the night Matthew and 
Beth isolated Jesse behind Saga 
and proceeded to rape Jesse with 
a banana, to death and beyond. 
Chris Barber stumbled upon the 
scene, and upon seeing the 
corpse of Jesse attacked. Saga 
and much of Dakin was burned 
to the ground in the ensuing 
battle, and two bodies were 
found, Although burnt beyond 
recognition, these are believed 
to be the bodies of Matthew 
Montgomery and Beth Day. 
Our campus is lesser now for 
their loss. Together they showed 
us what it truly it meant to live 
Their love outshone the stars, 
and hopefully they are 
together now. They aN 
were my friends and | 


will always miss them. 
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t's not everyday that you get 


the chance to interview the 

mostamazing man on the planet. 
Unfortunately for me, | wasn't given 
that opportunity. | was assigned to 
interview the only graduating mem- 
ber of “The Omen” crew. All the other 
columnists got to do those fun year- 
end wrap-up articles, and | was 
forced to spend time with Gabe. So 
much for sleeping your way up the 
corporate ladder. So here it is, my 
interview with Div Free Angel of Ar- 
mageddon Gabriel, Gabriel Mckee. 


Aundrna: So Gabe, what's it like 
to be without a divisional placement? 

Gabe: I'm all alone in this world, 
especially now. 

Aundria: That's sad. 

Gabe: Yes. 

Aundria: As are you. 

Gabe: Yes. 

Aundria: You going to have to 
answer me with more then one-word 
answers if this interview is going to 
work. 
Gabe: OK. 

Aundria: Now, as everyone 
knows by now, your Div III was on 
Phillip K. Dick, famous historical ro- 
mance writer. 

Gabe: Um, you're wrong there, 
he wrote science fiction stuff. 

Aundria: No sir, | read some of 
his shit. It was of the historical ro- 
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Aundria: No, really, look. (pulls 
out a book) 

Gabe: This says “Lovers of the 
Frontier,” by...oh. Phillip Dick. Well, 
that's not the same guy. 

Aundria: Sure itis. 


GobD's CRUELEST JOKE: 
AN INTERVIEW WITH 


GABE 


Gabe: Just ask me another 
question. 

Aundria: What are you plans 
after graduation? 

Gabe: I'm going to Harvard. 

Aundria: No, really. 

Gabe: | am, I'm going to Har- 
vard Divinity School to study religion. 

Aundria: Oh, so you're not go- 
ing to real Harvard. 

Gabe: It's a branch of Harvard. 

Aundria: But it's not real Harvard. 

Gabe: Just ask me another 
question. 

Aundria: What happened to your 
syndicated series, “The Adventures 
Of Gabe Mckee?" 

Gabe: Well, after seven suc- 
cessful episodes, it came to a close. 

Aundria: You mean, it got can- 
celled. 

Gabe: There were creative dif- 
ferences. 

Aundria: So it was shut down. 

Gabe: | wanted to work on other 
things. 

Aundria: Liar. 

Gabe: How would you like my 
nuts on your chin? 

Aundria: What? 

Gabe: My testicles, pregnant 
with seed, resting on your mandible? 

Aundria: What?! 

Gabe: C'mon, I'm smarter than 
you and I'm relatively free of disease. 

Aundria: No. 

Gabe: I'm dying. It's my last 
wish. 

Aundria: Oh my God. 

Gabe: You sure? 

Aundria: |'m positive. 

Gabe: Your loss. 

Aundria: Give me Gabe's top 
five recommend films. 


MCKEE 


Gabe: “Raw'— 

Aundria: Eddie Murphy? 

Gabe: Asia Carrera. 

Aundria: Oh. 

Gabe: “Raw,” “Blade Runner,” 
“Save The Last Dance,” “Harley 
Davidson and the Marlboro Man,” 
and “Sea of Love.” 

Aundrna: That's quite a list. Cer- 
tainly an incre- hey, put that away! 

Gabe: But it needs to breathe! 

Aundria: Eeww! Put it away! 

Gabe: Don't make it mad! It 


Gabe: It's not gross, it's com- 
pletely natural. 

Aundria: If you take it out one 
more time, I'm leaving. For the love 
of God. 

Gabe: OK. 

Aundria: Now that you're Div 
Free, | assume you have more time 
on your hands. 

Gabe: | got something in my 
hand. 

Aundria: Shut the fuck up. What 
books are you looking forward to 
reading in your free time? 

Gabe: Well, presently I'm read- 
ing “Lovers of the Frontier.” Anem— 
“He removed his hat and took a long 
look at her. ‘I'm here, aren't |?’ ‘You 
don't love me!’ she exclaimed. He 
screamed, “Let me prove my love to 
you one last time!’ and grabbed for 
her milky bosom, his arms muscles 
rippling. His engorged—' 

Aundria: I'm leaving. 

Gabe: No! No! Don'tleave! Ask 


Aundria: I'm only doing this 
fucking interview because you 
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this much. And unfortunately we're 


& not good enough friends for me to 


really leave and just make up the in- 
terview, although | would, if | felt my 
characterization skills were up to par. 

Gabe: Nuts on ya chin? 

Aundria: Shut the fuck up and 
just answer me this—what are your 
parents like? 

Gabe: Well, my father is a gun- 
smith and my mother is a home- 
maker, although she part times as a 
cab driver. 

Aundria: How embarrassing. 
Do you prefer boxers or—no, forget 
it don't even want to—for the love 
of god, please pull your pants up! 

Gabe: But you asked me. 

Aundria: And now the answer is 
Clear—neither. Why did you choose 
Hampshire as the place where you 
would be fulfilled with Dick? 

Gabe: Next question! 

Aundria: Why are you so mean 


to me? 

Gabe: A certain amount of hos- 
tility is aways held by the interviewee 
for the interviewer. 

Aundria: | hate you. What are 
the benefits of Hampshire over other 
liberal arts colleges? 

Gabe: That's easy—there are 
four major points—the fresh batch of 
orientees every year, the chance to 
concentrate on whatever area of 
study you want, which, for me, was 
a buttload of Dick; Intran; and the 
Drag Ball. 

Aundria: Lovely. 

Gabe: Are you almost done? | 
have to play Samba De Amigo 

Aundria: You're ditching me for 
a video game? 

Gabe: Yes. 

Aundria: Why are you so heart- 
less? 

Gabe: My triangular head leaves 
no room for love. 


Aundria: How tragic. 

Gabe: Yet, chicks dig my 180 
degrees of macktac-ulanty. 

Aundria: That's not a real word, 
asshole. 

Gabe: Why are you so mean to 
me? 

Aundnia: If your ego took up any 
more space, I'd have to leave the 
room. 
Gabe: That's not true. You can 
just snuggle up real close 

Aundna: This interview is over. 


Aundria L. Theocles is a regu- 
lar columnist for The Omen. Her 
work as also appeared in Us 
Weekly, Premiere, and Jet. Her 
book, “How To Find Culture, Gen- 
der, and Ethnicity in Hollywood,” 
will be out this fall, on 
Bantam Books. Karl 
Moore is a recovering 


gimp. 
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) So as another year closes, another round of Div Ills tries to smash the bell, 
| and the Microsoft Word paper clip screams “fuck you” at another round of 
papers, | feel it's time to acknowledge some Actual Hard Workers on this 
_) campus. Without further adieu, then, it’s... 


GWYNNE’S FIRST ANNUAL 
OMEN 
“GETTING OFF YOUR ASS” | 

AWARD 


presented by Gwynne Watkins to 


COCD 
AND THE BRIDGE CAFE TEAM! 


That's right, these guys conceived of an idea, developed a plan, 
and made it work! The result is an end product that we can all 
enjoy, for the New Bridge kicks proverbial ass. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, it can be done! 
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Runner-up: 


THE ANTI-FTAA CATS! 


for the most aggressive action campaign since the 

“HJ High Five,” and for making us the first college in 
history to illegally cross international borders 

masquerading as a fictional frisbee team! 
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LIL’ JOHN SAYS “GOODBYE” 


Hey, ging! Tin Lil John, and 


_—!'m her on behalf of Gabriel Mckee. He's had a lot of fun 
f Pad 7 here at Hampshire. 
_ and he wanted me 


‘ totell youll hel 


miss you. 


By GABRIEL MCKEE, COLUMNIST 


He's met many fine people here... like me, Richard Grieco! and even me, Nemo 
- 7 \ Orme,Gamera! cartoonist Frank Costella! 


So give yourselves ; 
ja round of applause! Hip hip... 
\ hooray. 


But there's someone who is more important 
to Gabriel Mckee than any of these people... 


~ 
More important 
than any ol these 
imaginary folk 
are you, the real 
people of Hampshire! 


SCREAMIN' STEVEN By KARL MOORE 


| am Leroy robot cat! 
am alive life is good. 


| am robot cat no 
one loves robot cat. 
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